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A LAME EXCUSE IS WORSE THAN NONE. 
M. S. Quay.— Sorry for you, Benjamin; but you ought to have done as I did and stuck to “‘ Dignified Silence.” 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


E WISH to shed a little charitable light on the case of Mr. Benjamin 
Harrison, of Indianapolis, who has been made to suffer much annoy- 
ance and has been put in an unpleasantly false position in the 

matter of a cheap, but conveniently situated seaside cottage. It will be 
remembered that Mr. Harrison was elevated to the Presidency of the 
United States in the year 1888, having been nominated, much to his own 
surprise, and elected, to the astonishment of the whole nation, by the 
Republican party, assisted by numerous subsidized citizens of Indiana and 
by certain accommodating adherents of the Governor of New York. 
« 
¥ * 

Six months before his nomination, Mr. Harrison stood about as much 
chance of becoming the President of the United States as Mr. R. B. Hayes 
stands —no less chance, of course, but no more. He was an estimable 
citizen of Indianapolis, active in church work, and highly successful in his 
efforts in behalf of his chosen Sunday-school. The good people of Indian- 
apolis had the highest respect for his abilities and his character. — It is safe 
to say that had any large party been organized to make a “ personally con- 
ducted ” trip through Canada — for instance — with the object of combin- 
ing recreation with edification, Mr. Harrison would undoubtedly have been 
selected to lead and direct the excursion. His friends would have felt the 
utmost confidence that he would carefully ‘‘read up” sufficient literature 
to have the history and the commerce of Canada, so to speak, at his finger- 
tips; that he would do justice to the Plains of Abraham, and guide the 
minds of his followers in the correct path of emotion concerning Wolfe and 
Montcalm. They would have relied on him, and not in vain, to repeat the 
story of the English General and his opinion of Gray’s Elegy, as well as 
to characterize in fitting terms the degrading influence of Romish super- 
stition on a mixed race —in case the local guide should strike for extra 
compensation, or should be suspected of ‘*standing in” with the vender 
of photographs. 

* : * 

But it was not to edify and recreate his admiring townspeople that the 
stern hand of duty beckoned Mr. Harrison. He was called to the Presi- 
dential chair; and he promptly, yet without undue extravagance in railway 
charges, moved his immediate family and one or two collateral branches 
into the White House at Washington. And here began his troubles. We 
do not speak of his state policy. We leave that to History, to record or 
not, as she pleases. Other Presidents have got along without policies; 
other Presidents have tried to establish policies without success. It is 
Mr. Harrison’s troubles in the social-political-personal line which excite 
our commiseration and engage our attention; and the great trouble of all 
these troubles is the trouble about the Cottage. 

* 
* * 

There have been other troubles, of course. When Mr. Harrison sought 
out all the known members of his own family and that of his wife, and 
provided them with places according to their rank and station, there was a 
great outcry from the Independent and Democratic press. But Mr. Har- 
rison bore this trouble manfully. He felt that there might have been 
some ground for the criticisms that were showered upon him if he had ap- 
pointed his brother-in-law to the post of Minister to England, or if he had 
taken Mrs. Hariison’s nephew into the Cabinet. But as he had dealt to 
them only such small $1,500-a-year and $6-a-day places as would keep 
them aware of their state of poor-relationship to the President, he felt that 
he had acted not only with moderation toward the people; but with dis- 
criminating fairness toward his own kin and those to whom he was allied 
by marriage. 

* * 


That was a simple matter enough. But the Cottage affair was—and 
still is, and is likely to be—cruelly hard for a gentleman so little prepared 
for the zsthetic exigencies of the President business as Mr. Harrison. A 
number of enthusiastic Republicans clubbed together, made up a fund, and 
bought a Cottage at Cape May Point—which is not Cape May, but a 
neighboring resort that has been struggling for fame for several weary years. 
This Cottage they offered to Mrs. Harrison—apparently fearing that her 
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husband might feel some delicacy about accepting the gift. Mrs. Harrison 
took it as a highly proper and eminently natural tribute to—we do not ex- 
actly know what Mrs. Harrison thought it was a tribute to. At any rate, 
she took it. 


# * 


And the press opened fire. To his utter amazement, Mr. Harrison 
received his first lesson in a branch of official etiquette of the very existence 
of which he had hitherto been ignorant. He learned that men in high 
office should not accept valuable presents, unless they wish to lay them- 
selves open to the suspicion of bribe-taking. He learned that a high 
official is held responsible for valuable presents accepted by his wife. He 
learned that the —more or less —valuable present that his wife had ac- 
cepted, and for the acceptance of which he was held responsible, was given 
with the ulterior purpose of increasing the fame of Cape May Point, and 
of facilitating the sale of real-estate at that sweet seaside spot, and that 
some of the men who gave it were speculating in that same real-estate. 


* 
* 


Now, we maintain, it is very hard that a man who finds himself in 
such a situation as this, where he has clearly done wrong without being 
conscious of wrong-doing; where he has broken a law that he never heard 
or dreamed of, should be abused in the public press just as though he had 
wittingly and deliberately been guilty of a breach of propriety. And we 
further maintain that if a gentleman from Indianapolis, under such circum- 
stances, becomes rattled, (in a popular phrase,) and attempts an igno- 
minious and indiscreet back-out, after a fatal lapse of time, it is the duty 
of even the most bitter of his political opponents to draw the veil of charjty 
over his painful contortions, and even to affect to allow a possibility of 
credence for his totally incredible attempts at imparting ‘artistic verisimili- 
tude to a bald and unconvincing narrative” designed to explain to a 
pained populace that he only had a deed of gift recorded in his wife’s name 
so that he could take a fortnight or so to see if the plumbing was all right 
in that Cottage. 


% ¢ 


For, you must remember, we are pleading the cause of this gentle- 
man from Indianapolis. If he had gone wrong in the conducting of a 
Sunday-school picnic, he might have laid himself open to criticism. If he 
were an Adams or a Jefferson, he might fairly be held to account for his 
misdoing in the present instance. But if we do not wish a baby to cut 
itself with a razor, we simply refrain from giving it the razor. If we do give 
it the razor, and it cuts itself, we don’t blame the baby. And if we do not 


wish our President to misbehave himself, we have only to elect the kind of 
President who knows better. 
Don’t blame Mr. Harrison of Indianapolis. 
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MARVELOUS PERSPICACITY. 


VON SPECHS (vehemently). —Sir! What do you mean by 
insulting me in this manner? 

MR. Spratrs.— Why—ah! What's the matter? I did n't 
say a word to you. I only happened to look at you. 

Von SPeEcHs.— Well, you thought I was a darn loafer. 
I know, because I'm a mind reader, 
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STRANGE HAPPENINGS. 


YOUNG TOURIST in the White Mountains, after being sun-struck at the 
foot of Mt. Washington, was carried to the summit, and froze to death 


before he could be brought to. 
* 
* 


* 
THERE Is a rattlesnake up on Lake Champlain that can play ‘‘ Sweet 
Violets” on his rattle in a way that fills the xylophone with an envy that 


will not die. 
+ 
* 


* 

A GOAT ENTERED a broker’s office in Saratoga one day, a month ago, 
and, lying down before the ticker, would not move or eat, and finally starved 
to death. He was cut open a day after his death, and in his stomach was 
found a badly masticated certificate for five hundred shares of Chicago 
Gas Stock. 


* 
* * 


LIGHTNING STRUCK a dude in Newport one day last week, and evet 
since he recovered he has been spouting page after page of Herbert Spen- 
cer. The curious part of this is that before the stroke he had never read 

any thing but London Punch and the Sfort- 
ing Times. 
* 
* * 

A TROUT TWO INCHES long and 
weighing ten pounds was caught on Lake 
Saranac yesterday. Investigation showed 
that the particular pool in which he 
lurked was fed almost entirely by water 
from an iron spring. 


A BOSTON GIRL, who went bathing 
at Asbury Park on Saturday, was carried 
out beyond her depth, and was nearly 
drowned. This is particularly interesting, 
when we consider the tremendous draught 
of the average Boston girl. 





EDITORIAL AMENITIES. 


FIRST SENSATIONAL EDITOR.—Don’t 
you know that what you published about 
me the other day was an infernal lie? 

SECOND DiITTo.—Why, of course it 
was. You don’t suppose you have a 
monopoly of lying in your paper, do you? 


AN INDEFINITE TERM. 


Visitor. — How long are you in 
for, my poor man ? 

PRISONER. — Dunno, Ma’am. 

Visitor. — How can that be? 

Prisonur. — It’s a life sentence. 


UNITED oN ONE PointT— The otherwise Disastrous Damage which 
Woman’s Ingenuity can always Repair with a Pin. 


THAT MAN is lucky who can partake of meals that his cook also relishes. 


MAN PROPOSES and — then goes home wondering how he managed to 
make such a fool of himself over it. 


THE POOR MAN’S patience 

is called pusillanimity ; 

but when the lofty politician 

applies the air-brake to his jaw, 

the tom-toms beat the praises 
of ‘‘ dignified silence.” 


TURN ABOUT 


]T IS SAID that the Fauntle- 

roy craze for long hair will 

bring bald heads to our young- 
sters when they are grown 
up. This is cheerful news for 
the ballet-girls of the future. 
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THE FLOWERS OF SOCIAL INTERCOURSE. 


WIFE.—I'm writing to Mrs. Van Cortlandt Lake, dear; 
shall I put in any word from you? 

HUSBAND.—That woman makes me deadly tired. 
her my kindest regards, of course. 


Give 


AT THE ATHLETIC CLUB WINDOW. 
ALFy.— It’s hard work looking out at the girls this hot weather. 
REGY.—Ya-as! but one must take some exercise. 


‘¢ FATE CAN NOT harm the man who’s dined to-day ;” 
But Doctors say that indigestion may. 


WHEN THE Government takes hold of the telegraph business, messenger 
boys will be required to grow beards and show that they are voters. 


SYMPATHY, FREDDY? Sympathy is something that the man who de- 
serves it won’t take, because he only wants fair play; so it is reserved 
for murderers and other malefactors. 


DROWNING A TROUBLE — 
You can bet it is, anda 
Mighty Serious Trouble, too. 


IS FAIR PLAY. 


THE RULING IDEA of the fol- 

lowers of McKinley seems 
to be to ‘* protect us from 
our friends.” 


|F THE GoopD die young, the 

yarns of the Oldest In- 
habitant should be received 
with caution. 
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T WAS such a quiet old house, so comfortably covered with wistaria from 
basement to chimney-tops, and it stood on the corner of two such quiet, 
old-fashioned streets on the East side of New York that you would never 

have imagined that it held six of the most agitated and perturbed women 
in the great city. But the three Miss Pellicoes, their maid, their waitress 
and their cook could not have been more troubled in their feminine minds 
had they been six exceptionally attractive Sabines with the Roman soldiery 
in full cry. 

For twenty years — ever since the death of old Mr. Pellicoe — these 
six women had lived in mortal fear of the marauding Man, and the Man 
had come at last. That very evening, at a quarter past eight o’clock, a 
creature who called himself a book-agent had rung the front door bell. 
Honora, the waitress, had opened the door a couple of inches, inquired 
the stranger’s business, learned it, told him to depart, tried to close the 
door, and discovered that the man had inserted his toe in the opening. 

She had closed the door violently, and the man had 
emitted a single oath of deep and sincere profan- 
ity. He had then kicked the door and departed, 
with a marked limp. 

At least this was the story as Honora first re- 

lated it. But as she stood before the assembled 
household and recounted it for the seventh 
time, it had assumed proportions that left no 
room for the charitable hypothesis that an 
innocent vender of literature had been the 
hapless victim of his own carelessness or 
clumsiness. 

«And when he had the half of his big ugly 

body in the crack o’ th’ dure,” she said, in 

excited tones and with fine dramatic action, 
‘¢and him yellin’ an’ swearin’ and cussin’ iv’ry 

holy name he could lay his black tongue to, and 
me six years cook in a convent, and I t’rew th’ whole weight o’ me on 
th’ dure, an’—” 

«¢ That will do, Honora,” said Miss Pellicoe, who was the head of the 
household. She perceived that the combat was deepening too rapidly. 
‘«‘You may go. We will decide what is to be done.” 

And Miss Pellicoe had decided what was to be done. 

«< Sisters,” she said to her two 
juniors, ‘‘we must keep a dog.” 

“A dog!” cried Miss An- 
gela, the youngest; ‘‘oh, how 
nice!” 

‘¢‘T do not think it is nice 
at all,” said Miss Pellicoe, 
somewhat sternly, ‘nor 
would you, Angela, if you 
had any conception of what 
it really meant. I do not 
propose to keep a lap-dog, 
or a King Charles spaniel, 
but a dog —a mastiff, or a 
bloodhound, or some ani- 
mal of that nature, such as 
would spring at the throat 
of an invader, and bear him —— 
to the ground!” 

‘¢ Oh, dear!” gasped 
Miss Angela. ‘I should 
be afraid of him!” 

«You do not under- 
stand as yet, Angela,” Miss 
Pellicoe explained, knitting her brows. 
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*¢My intention is to procure the 
animal as a— in fact —a puppy, and thus enable him to grow up and to 
regard us with affection, and be willing to hold himself at all times in 


readiness to afford us the protection we desire. It is clearly impossible to 
have a man in the house. I have decided upon a mastiff.” 
When Miss Pellicoe decided upon a thing, Miss Angela Pellicoe and 


IV. 















HECTOR. 
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her other sister promptly acquiesced. On this occasion they did not, even 
in their inmost hearts, question the wisdom of the decision of the head of 
the house. A man, they knew, was not to be thought of. For twenty 
years the Pellicoe house had been a bower of virginity. The only men 
who ever entered it were the old family doctor, the older family lawyer, 
and annually, on New Year’s Day, in accordance with an obsolete custom, 
Major Kitsedge, their father’s old partner, once junior of the firm of Pellicoe 
& Kitsedge. Not even the butcher or the baker or the candlestick-maker 
forced an entrance to that innocent dovecote. They handed in their wares 
through a wicket-gate in the back yard and were sent 

about their business by the chaste Honora. 

The next morning, having awak- 
ened to find themselves and the silver 
still safe, Miss Pellicoe and Miss An- 
gela set out for a dog store which 
they had seen advertised in the papers. 

It was in an unpleasantly low and 
ill-bred part of the town, and when 
the two ladies reached it, they 
paused outside the door, and list- 
ened, with lengthened faces, to the 
combined clamor and smell that 
emanated from its open door. 

«¢ This,” said Miss Pellicoe, after 

a brief deliberation, ‘is not a place 
for ws. If we are to procure a dog, 
he must be procured in some other 
way. It need not entail a loss of 
self-respect. 

‘¢]T have it!” she added with a sudden inspiration. 
Hector.” 

Hector was the sole male representative of the Pellicoe family. He 
was a second cousin of the Misses Pellicoe. He lived out West — his ad- 
dress varying from year to year. Once in a long while Miss Pellicoe wrote 
to him, just to keep herself in communication with the Man of the family. 
It made her feel more secure, in view of possible emergencies. She had 
not seen Hector since he was nineteen. He was perhaps the last person 

of any positive virility who had had the freedom of 

the Pellicoe household. He had used that 

freedom mainly in making attempts to kiss 

Honora, who was then in her buxom 

prime, and in decorating the family 

portraits with cork moustaches and 

whiskers. Miss Pellicoe clung 

to the Man of the family as an 

abstraction; but she was al- 

— ways glad that he lived in 

the West. Addressing him 

in his capacity of Man of 

the family, she wrote to 

him and asked him to 

supply her with a young 

mastiff, and to send her 

bill therefor. She ex- 

plained the situation to 

him, and made him un- 

derstand that the dog must 

be of a character to be re- 
garded as a male relative. 

Hector responded at once. 
He would send a mastiff pup 

within a week. The pup’s pedigree 
was, unfortunately, lost, but the breed was high. Fifty dollars would cover 
the cost and the expenses of transportation. The pup was six months old. 

For ten days the Pellicoe household was in a fever of expectation. 
Miss Pellicoe called in a carpenter, and, chaperoned by the entire house- 
hold, held an interview with him, and directed him how to construct a dog- 
house in the back-yard—a dog-house with one door about six inches 





‘¢] will write to 
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square, to admit the occupant in his innocent puphood, and with another 
door about four feet in height to emit him, when, in the pride of his ma- 
ture masculinity, he should rush forth upon the burglar and the book-agent. 
The carpenter remarked that he never seen no such a dorg as that; but 
Miss Pellicoe thought him at once ignorant and ungrammatical, and paid 
no heed to him. 

In conclave assembled, the Misses Pellicoe decided to name the dog 
Hector. Beside the consideration of the claims of gratitude and family 

affection, they remembered that Hector was 

a classical hero. 
The ten days came to an end when, 
just at dusk of a dull January day, 
two stalwart expressmen, with much 
open grumbling and smothered 
cursing, deposited a huge packing- 
case in the vestibule of the Pellicoe 
house, and departed, slamming the 
doors behind them. From this box 
proceeded such yelps and howls that 
the entire household rushed affrighted 
to peer through the slats that gridironed 
the top. Within was a mighty black beast, as high as a table, that flopped 
itself wildly about, clawed at the sides of the box, and swung in every di- 

rection a tail as large as a policeman’s night-club. 

It was Hector. There was no mistake about it, for Mr. Hector Pelli- 
coe’s card was nailed to a slat. It was Hector, the six-months-old pup, for 
whose diminutive proportions the small door in the dog house had been de- 
vised; Hector, for whom a saucer of lukewarm milk was even then waiting 
by the kitchen range. 

‘¢Oh, Sister!” cried Miss Angela, ‘‘we mever can get him out! 
You ’Il have to send for a man /” 

‘¢] certainly shal! not send for a man at this hour of the night,” said 
Miss Pellicoe, white, but firm; ‘‘and I shall not leave the poor creature 
imprisoned during the night.” Here Hector yawped madly. 

‘¢] shall take him out,” concluded Miss Pellicoe, *‘mysedf/” 

They hung upon her neck, and entreated her not 
to risk her life; but Miss Pellicoe had made up her 
mind. The three maids shoved the box into the 
butler’s-pantry, shrieking with terror every time 
that Hector leaped at the slats, and at last, with 
the two younger Pellicoes holding one door a 
foot open, and the three maids holding the 
other door an inch open, Miss Pellicoe seized 
the household hatchet, and began her awful 
task. One slat! Miss Pellicoe was white but 
firm. Two slats! Miss Pellicoe was whiter and 
firmer. Three slats! — and a vast black body 
leaped high in the air. With five simultaneous 
shrieks, the two doors were slammed to, and 
Miss Pellicoe and Hector were left together in 
the butler’s-pantry. 

The courage of the younger Pellicoes asserted 
itself after a moment, and they flung open the pantry door. Miss Pellicoe, 
looking as though she needed aromatic vinegar, leaned against the wall. 
Hector had his forepaws on her shoulders, and was licking her face in ex- 
uberant affection. 

‘¢ Sisters,” gasped Miss Pellicoe, ‘will you kindly remove him? I 
should like to faint.” 

But Hector had already released her to dash at Miss Angela, who 
frightened him by going into such hysterics that Miss Pellicoe was obliged 
to deny herself the luxury of a faint. Then he found the maids, and, 
after driving them before him like chaff for five minutes, succeeded in 
convincing Honora of the affectionate purpose of his demonstrations, and 
accepted her invitation to the kitchen, where he emptied the saucer of milk 
in three laps. 

‘<] think, Honora,” suggested Miss Pellicoe, who had resumed com- 
mand, ‘that you might, perhaps, give him a slice or two of last night’s 
leg of mutton. Perhaps he needs something more sustaining. 

Honora produced the mutton-leg. It was clearly what Hector wanted. 
He took it from her without ceremony, bore it under the sink and ate all 
of it except about six inches of the bone, which he took to bed with him. 

The next day, feeling the need of masculine advice, Miss Pellicoe re- 
solved to address herself to the policeman on the beat, and she astonished 
him with the following question. 

«¢ Sir,” she said, in true Johnsonian style, ‘‘what height should a 
mastiff dog attain at the age of six months?” 

The policeman stared at her in utter astonishment. 

‘¢ They do be all sizes, Mum,” he replied, blankly, ‘like a piece of 
cheese.” 

«¢ My relative in the West,” explained Miss Pellicoe, ‘‘has sent me a 
dog, and I am given to understand that his age is six months. As he is 








phenomenally large, I have thought it best to seek for information. Has 
my relative been imposed upon?” 
It’s har-r-rd to tell, Mum,” replied the policeman, dubiously. Then 


his countenance brightened. ‘ Does his feet fit him?” he inquired. 
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‘¢ What — what do you mean?” asked Miss Pellicoe, shrinking back 
a little. 

‘¢Is his feet like blackin’ boxes on th’ ind of his legs?” 

‘¢ They are certainly very large.” 

‘Thin ’tisa pup. You see, Mum, with a pup, ’t is this way. 
feet starts first, an’ the pup grows up to ’em, like. 
he’s grown. Av he has arctics on, he’s a pup.” 


The 
Av they match him, 


* a * * * 


Hector’s growth in the next six months dissipated all doubts as to his 
puphood. He became a four-legged Colossus, martial toward cats, aggres- 
sive toward the tradesmen at the wicket-gate, impartially affectionate 
toward all the household, and voracious beyond all imagining. But he 
might have eaten the gentle ladies out of house and home, and they would 
never have dreamed of protesting. The house had found a Head — even 
a Head above Miss Pellicoe. 

The deposed monarch gloried in her subjection. She said « Hector 
likes this,” or ‘* Hector likes that,” with the tone of submissive deference in 
which you may hear a good wife say «* Mr. Smith w// not eat cold boiled 
mutton,” or «¢ Mr. Smith is very particulary about his shirt-bosoms.” 

As for Miss Angela, she never looked at Hector, gamboling 
about the back-yard in all his superebundance of strength 
and vitality, without feeling a half-agreeable nervous 
shock, and a flutter of the heart. He stood for her as the 
type of that vast outside world of puissant manhood of 
which she had known but two specimens — her father 
and Cousin Hector. Perhaps, in tue old days, if Cousin 
Hector had not been so engrossed in frivolity and mak- 
ing of practical jokes, he might have learned cf some- 
thing to his advantage. But he never did. 


¥ * . 


For the first time in her life, Miss Angela found herself 
left to watch the house through the horrors of the Fourth of July. This 
had always been Miss Pellicoe’s duty; but this year Miss Pellicoe failed 
to come back from the quiet place in the Catskills, where no children were 
admitted, and where the Pellicoe family, two at a time, spent the Summer 
in the society of other old maids and of aged widows. 

‘¢] feel that you are safe with Hector,” she wrote. 

Alack and alack for Miss Pellicoe’s faith in Hector! The first fire- 
cracker filled him with excitement, and before the noises of the day had 
fairly begun, he was careering around the yard, barking in uncontrollable 
frenzy. At twelve o’clock, when the butcher-boy came with the chops for 
luncheon, Hector bounded through the open wicket, right into the arms 
of a dog-catcher. Miss Angela wrung her hands as she gazed from her 
window and saw the Head of the House cast into the cage with a dozen 
curs of the street and driven rapidly off. 

In her lorn anguish she sought the functionary who was known in the 
house as ‘‘ Miss Pellicoe’s policeman.” 

‘« Be aisy, Miss,” he said. «Av the dog is worth five dollars, say, to 
yez, I have a friend will get him out for th’ accommodation.” 

«Oh, take it, take it!” cried Miss Angela, trembling and weeping. 


* # * * * 


After six hours of anxious waiting, Miss Angela received Hector at 
the front door, from a boy who turned and fled as soon as his mission was 
accomplished. Hector was extremely glad to be at home, and his health 
seemed to be unimpaired; but to Miss Angela’s delicate fancy, contact 
with the vulgar of his kind had left a vague aroma of degradation about 
him. With her own hands she washed him in tepid water and sprinkled 
him with eau de cologne. And even then she could not help feeling that 
to some extent the bloom had been brushed from the peach. 


* * “ * + 


Hector was ill—very ill. The 
family conclave assembled every 
night and discussed the situ- 
ation with knit brows and 
tearful eyes. They could 
not decide whether the 
cause of his malady was 
the unwholesomeness of 
the Summer air in the 
city, or whether it was 
simply over-feeding. He 
was certainly shockingly fat, 
and much indisposed to exer- 
tion. He had lost all his activity; all his animal spirits. He spent most of 
the time in his house. Even his good-nature was going. He had actually 
snapped at Honora. They had tried to make up their minds to reduce 
his rations; but their hearts had failed them. They had hoped that the 
cool air of September would help him; but September was well nigh half 
gone; and Hector grew worse and worse. 

‘«¢ Sisters,” said Miss Pellicoe, at last, ‘* we shall have to send fora 
Veterinary!” She spoke as though she had just decided to send for an 
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executioner. And even as the words left her lips there came from Hector 
such a wail of anguish that Miss Pellicoe’s face turned a ghastly white. 

«‘ He is going mad!” she cried. 

There was no sleep in the Pellicoe household that night, although 
Hector wailed no more. At the break of day, Miss Pellicoe led five other 
white-faced women into the back yard. 

Hector’s head lay on the sill of his door. He seemed too weak to rise, 
but he thrashed his tail pleasantly against the walls, and appeared amiable 
and even cheerful. The six advanced. 

Miss Pellicoe knelt down and put her hand in to pet him. 
strange expression came over her face. 

‘¢ Sister,” she said, ««1 ‘tink —a cat has got in and bitten hin.” 

She closed her hand on something soft, lifted it out and laid it on the 
ground. It was small, it was black, it was dumpy. It moved a round head 
in an uncertain, inquiring way, and tried to open its tightly-closed eyes. 
Then it squeaked, 


Then a 





MIND - CURE IFS. 


If Arabella Minerva would only imagine that she was eating ice- 
cream in the Summer-time, how nicelv we could get along with our 
pocket-books, and also with Arabella Minerva. 

And if our mother-in-law could imagine what a pleasant Summer she 
was spending at our house, all the while remaining in her own home, how 
much happier it would be for all parties concerned. 

If President Harrison, Jr., had only imagined himself in the Presi- 
dential chair, how much happier people would have been than they are. 

And, when we take Araminta Lucinda Jones 
out driving, if the stableman would con- 
sider himself paid when we told him 
he was paid, how we would enjoy 
taking Miss A. L. Jones for a drive; 
unless the stable-man should demand 
the pay beforehand, and then request 
us to picture to ourselves the delight- 

ful ride we were having, leaving 
us to quote that familiar phrase: 
‘“*Turn about is fair play.” 

If we kept on in this way, we 
might soon cultivate our minds to 
such a pitch that we need neither 
eat nor sleep; and should our pos- 
terity live to tell the tale, they 
may have some remarks to add 





to these. 
Nero O'Flynn. 
A TRIFLE FEEBLE, OF COURSE THEY WILL. 
BUT STILL IN THE RING. SNAGSBY.—I see that the work- 


men employed on the construction 
and repair of New York school-buildings have struck. What will they 
do now? 

GaGssy. — Oh, they ’Il probably write letters to the newspapers com- 
plaining that there is not a sufficient number of schools to accommodate 
their children. 

POLITENESS. 


-A friend of your father wishes 


THE REWARD OF 
OFFICE Boy (40 BUsY MERCHANT). 
to see you, sir. 
Busy MERCHANT.— Tell him my father lives at Kalamazoo, and I ‘m 
sorry. 
FRIEND OF HIS FATHER (after message is delivered ).— Very well; 
I ’ll place my ten-thousand-dollar order for goods elsewhere. 


SHE WAS a pious woman, 
And you never would have thought 

She upon the Sabbath Day 

Bonbons would have bought. 
But with pious cunning, she, 

Though she bought the things on Sunday, 
Simple Satan did outwit, ji 

For she paid for them on Monday, 


THE ANTIQUARIAN of the future, who looks over our fashion-plates, 
will surely think that the men and women of 1890 had no knee-joints. 


PUCK. 


Thrice more did Miss Pellicoe put her hand in the house. Thrice did 
she bring out an object exactly similar. 

‘¢ Wee-e-e-e!” squeaked the four objects. Hector thrashed her tail 
about and blinked joyfully, all unconscious of the utter wreck of her mascu- 
linity, looking as though it were the most natural thing in the world for 
her to have a litter of pups — as, indeed, it was. 

Honora broke the awful silence, — Miss Angela was sobbing so softly 
you could scarcely hear her. 

‘¢Be thim Hector’s?” Honora inquired. 

‘¢ Honora!” said Miss Pellicoe, rising, ‘‘ never utter that name in my 
presence again.” 

‘¢ An’ fwat shall I call the dog?” 

‘*Call i¢— and Miss Pellicoe made a pause of impressive severity, 
«¢ call z¢ — Andromache.” 

H. C. Bunner. 


THE WAY OF THE WORLD. 
Miss UpPbDIKE.— Why, I thought Mr. Rocquet was rich, and got into 
society. 
Mr. RIVERS.— So he was; but the society he got into got into him, 
and now he’s poor again. 


THE SEASIDE RESORT 
This is my size 
When they advertise; 
But when you get right down 
N\ there by the sea, 
é. Then this is me! L® 


MOSQUITO. 





HOW IT STARTED. 
‘¢What started that rumor thai English capitalists had bought the 
Chicago stock yards?” 
‘¢One of them was overheard to say that they were going to buy every 
bloody thing in the country.” 


A REASONABLE SUGGESTION. 
«¢ Why do they publish so many dialect stories in the magazines? 
‘¢Because it saves the proof-reader the trouble of correcting the 
spelling.” 


«4 > 
L Pea , 
rs YOUR teen f 





TOO MUCH MODERN IMPROVEMENTS. 
BLIZZARD BILL.— What ye lookin’ so glum about, Buff ? 
ROARING BUFFALO.— Squaw heap stuck up,—heap too 

much style, — won't let big chief smoke in wigwam! 














PUCK. 





TRIBULATION. 


AN AUTHOR’S 
TRAINBOY.— Have a copy of ‘* Baled Hay,’’ sir ? 
PENNIBS (author of the book). Ah, um, do you sell many 
copies of ** Baled Hay?” 
TRAINBOY.—- Oh, I catch a sucker once in a while. 


A SUMMER MEDLEY. 


AG) HE FRESH ambrosial breath of Morn . 
; , Is stirring vine and tree; 
The bullock with the crumpled horn 





3 in Is slumping down the lea; 
= + ene The lily flutters on the weir, 
By The dew ’s on every spray, 
RAGE And fish-balls wake a saline tear 
we In the glass-eye of Day. 


Hail glorious Morn that lights the seas 
With a translucent glow! 

And when you hail, pray, prithee, please, 

an Interpolate some snow. 


Noon breathes on Summer’s shining shores 
Sweet kisses steeped in balm. 
The farmer by the hay-stac.k snores 
Amid the odorous cali. 
Through all the honeyed stillness strolls 
The rosy zephyr-split, 
And now the yearning of my soul’s 
As follows, viz., to wit: 
For just a single favored brew — 
A dream-enchanting rare 
Tom Collins —to at once renew 
My lost lamented hair. 


Behind the hill the golden sun 
Has like a shanghai set; 
A mist of purple dreams is spun 
Round Daytime’s fume and fret. 
Upon the wishbone of the Night 
A gorgeous necklace hangs, 
And through the quickly fading light 
The homing heifer bangs. 
Soft through the opalescent gates 
Coines Luna’s pearly prow — 
That ’s probably what agitates 
My petulant bow-wow! 
K. Ht. Ht. 


TREASON. 
ROCKAWAY BEECHE.— So, Pwince Gawge is n’t coming to Newport 
aftah all! Bah Jove, I’ve a mind to turn Anglophobist ! 
HOFFMAN HOwES.—Wockey, are you cwazy? 


|T SEEMS that Harrison declined to accept the gift of that cottage after 
all. 


But it was after all of a month. 
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A WISE OBJECTION. 
CZAR REED.— I hope that in ,our tariff changes you do not propose 
to increase the duty on mercury. 
Nap. MCKINLEY.— Why not? 
CZAR- REED (mopping his brow). 
any higher. 


Because I don’t want it to go up 


MODESTLY STATED. 
TRAVELING AGENT.—Are you the head of the house, sir? 
Mr. COWED.— Hem ! —Ah! — 1 represent her. 


ON THE HALF-SHELL. 
«That ’s a pretty rough coat you ‘re wearing, 
the Oyster. 
‘“Why, yes,” returned the bivalve, smiling amiably ; 
‘but I assure you that the best society will be pleased to 
receive me in this humble garb.” 


” 


remarked the Eel to 


” 


IN BOSTON. 
HIBERNIAN STRANGER. — Is this Washington Strate, sor? 
VIsITING NEW YORKER. — That’s what they call it; 
but it’s more like Washington Crooked. 


GOES NO FURTHER. 


JACK.— Does Clara go in? 
TomM.—yYes; into her bathing suit. 
DURING THE DOG DAYS. 

Mer. Burr.— Beastly weather! 

Miss MINNIE BALL.—Yes. How long do you 


expect to be at large? 


HOMEWARD BOUND. 
SAMMY (on westward-bound Atlantic Liner). 
Hah! What’s that you ’re weading, dear boy ? 
JimmMy.— An old New York newspaper. 
language again ! 





I’m twying to pick up the 


KEEP TRACK OF HIS MOVEMENTS THERE, 
Epirok.— Where is Prince George just now ? 

ASSISTANT.— I really don’t know. 

Epirok.— Well, wire Newport and find out. 


THEY 





UNDER ANOTHER NAME. 


Mks. JOLIET (on their first trip across ).— Feei sea 
sick, Eliot ? 

Mr. JOLIET. 
with that old dispepsy of mine. 


Not a mite; but I'm sufferin’ terrible 
It's jest took me. 














< cae 4 g : 
FLOttmann Lith.Co. puck eios ny. 


GOING TO HER RUIN. 


The Mirage that Lures on the Republican Party. 
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SHE STEERED THE WRONG COURSE. 


Iriday, 10:30 a. m. 
R. CLEWLINE. — Miss Billow, 
yachting ? 

Miss BILLOwW (who knows that she hates 
it; bui that she is 24, and that MR. CLEWLINE 
has sixty thousand a year ).—1 simply adore it! 

Mr. CLEWLINE (mentally). —1 believe 
this is the girl I have been looking for, after 
all. (Aloud.) Well, I expect my little ship 
to get into port to-night. Will you and your 
mother take a sail with me to-morrow? 

Miss BiLLow.—I ’m sure Mama would 
like it very much. 

Mr. CLEWLINE.—And you? 

Miss BILLow.— Oh, I should be simply 
enchanted ! 

Friday, 11: 30a. m. 

Miss BiLLow.—Mama, do you think that 
is just the proper thing? 

Mrs. BILLOw. — Why, it becomes you! 
And it is so odd, too; a red and white reefer 
with brass buttons, and a red yachting cap 

with gold cord and brass buttons. It’s a combi 
nation that will certainly settle the matter with him. 

Miss BitLow.—Well, I don’t feel quite sure, Mama. Sometimes 
yachting men come up to the hotel, and they don’t wear brass buttons, 
and never have on any thing red. 

Mrs. BiLLow.—I’m sure you are mistaken, my dear. Anyhow, | 
remember seeing Commodore Greene, of the Navy, at the Old Guard Ball 
last Winter, and he was just covered with brass buttons. 

lriday, 5:30 p. m. 

Miss Bi.Low.— Oh, Mr. Jones, please tell me; is that Mr. Clewline’s 
yacht which just stopped out there? 

MR. JONES.—Yes. 

Miss BiLLow.—Is she a brig or a schooner ? 

Mr. JONES.— She’s a cutter. 

Miss BiLtLow.—Tell me all about her. 
I’m so interested in yachts, 

Mr. JONES (skeptically ).—How charming 
of you! She’s a compromise cutter, 42 feet 
on the load water line, 54 feet over all, 9 feet 
beam, 8 feet draught, and carries 12 tons of 
outside ballast. She has a— 

Miss BILLOW (dazed ).— Oh, thank you 
ever so much, Mr. Jones. I understand now. 

Saturday, 10 a. m. 

Mr. CLEWLINE (rece’ving MISS BILLOW). 
—So delighted to have you aboard! (.Wen- 
tally.) Wonder where on earth she picked 
up that awful red toggery. 

Miss BILLOw.— Oh, what a beautiful 
cutter ! 

Mr. CLEWLINE (ecstatically).—It ’s 
ail right! 

Miss BILLOw.—WNo one would think 
that she had beams g feet thick. How do 
you hide them, Mr. Clewline ? 

MR. CLEWLINE.— H-m-m, yes, curious, 
is n't it? (MJentally.) What in salt junk does she 
mean, anyhow? (A/oud.) Now, if you ’Il sit 
down here, we ’ll get the anchor. 

Miss BILLOw.—Why, what do you want of 
the anchor? I thought that was to keep the 
boat still; and we’re going sailing, are we not? 

Mr. CLEWLINE.— Ha, ha, ha! Really, Miss Billow, that’s the wit- 
tiest thing that ever was said aboard my boat. 

Miss BILLOW (coming the * she-lifted-her-innocent blue-eyes” act on 
him ).—\s it? 

Mr. CLEWLINE.— You know I would be sure to be delighted with 
any thing you might — 

Mrs. BILLOW.— Gracious! What an odor of tar! 
why don’t you have your map find that tar, and clean it off ? 
Mk. CLEWLINE.— Well, really, it ’s rather necessary aboard ship. 

Miss BILLOW (inspired ).— Why, Mama, don’t you know that sailors 
are always called tars? Mr. Clewline, don’t mind Mama; she has n’t sailed 
as much as I have. What are you doing now? 

Mr. CLEWLINE.—Hard-a-lee! (Puts down his helm. 
tend the sheets.) We're going about. 

Miss BILLOW (after a few minutes of discreet silence, suddenly remem- 
bering a beautiful picture of a girl at the wheel).— Oh, Mr. Clewline, 
won’t you let me steer? 

Mr. CLEWLINE.— Why, certainly. 
it as fast as she can.) 


are you fond of 





A CLOSE 
CooLsy. — Well, 
it hot enough for you— 


Mr. Clewline, 


The crew 


(She takes the wheel, and turns 
Oh, you must n’t do that! Luff her! 


| (ete — A 


SHAVE. 


Puftman, is 





FUCK. 





LOWER BROADWAY. 


instantaneous photograph, showing a 


A SNAP SHOT ON 


From an 
Broadway street car in the act of stopping to receive 
and discharge passengers. 


{iss BrLLow.—I do love her. (Jams the helm hard up. The cut- 
ter wears ’round, and jibes her mainboom with a slam, carrying away the 
backstay, and taking the topmast off short above the mast-head.) Why, 
your boat is falling to pieces! She must be awfully old. 

Mr. CLEWLINE (savagely ).— She’s old enough to mind her own 
bus —her helm, I mean. (J/ent1//y.) 1 might have known that a girl 
who ’d wear a red yachting rig could n’t tell the binnacle from a kettle of 
lobscouse. (They are sailing opposite courses now.) 

Tivicotrin. 


STRADDLER. 


«© Well, what do you think of it?” 

«© Oh, there ’s a great deal to be said on both sides.” 
«* But what do yew think?” 
«©Oh, I think I'll listen!” 



















HAD TO 
‘¢Ts she animated ?” 
‘«¢ Animated? Well, I guess she is. She can’t 
help herself. She’s got St. Vitus’s dance ’ 


BE. 


IN A BOWERY RESTAURANT. 
FIRST PLATE.—What the matter? 
SECOND PLATE.—I’m getting badly rattled. 


TO THE POINT. 
‘*How’s yer feeling?” queried the errand 


boy of his employer. 
*¢ Boss.” 


— To take a drink with me? 

















OPEN TO ALL COMERS. 


INDIGENT INDIVIDUAL.— Kind sir, could you help me to a 
few cents this morning? 


PROSPEROUS PERSON.— I’m sorry, but I have n’t got any small 
change about me. Can’t you get work? 

INDIGENT INDIVIDUAL.— No, sir; there does n’t seem to be 
any place for me. ; 

PROSPEROUS PERSON.— But there is no use in your starving, 


man. You can surely get a pension. 


RAVING CRAZY. 


An’ then, Mr. Sims, thar, ’lowed he was a 






WITNESS. 





A SONG OF SUMMER. 


rooster, an’ strapped on a tin bill, an’ went to pickin’ corn with 
the chickens. 
PROBATE JUDGE.— Probably the extreme heat made him 
a little flighty. He ’ll come out of it all right, I reckon. 
WITNEss.— Next day he wandered out on the street, an’ 
told every new-comer he met that this town wa’n’t boomin’, an’ — 
SPECTATORS (in one voice ).— Ravin’ crazy! 


i 
THE SUMMER-TIME has come at last, 
When all the earth is fair, 
And bees and wasps and pinching-bugs 
Are flying through the air. 


Il. 
I lie beneath the great green trees, 
And raise my hand to check 
The caterpillar, soft and sweet, 
That ‘s crawling down my neck. 


II. 
At eve, when on the steps I sit 
And think I'm safe from harm, 
A centipede with velvet steps 
Comes creeping up my arm. 





Iv. 

a I pluck some roses for my hair, 
From out the garden-bed, 
And ants, by millions, soon I feel 

Are walking o'er my head. 





V. Vil. 
Oh, Summer-time 's the time for me, I sit and fan and fan and fan 
Of all the happy year, And pant and roll my eyes, . 
When little bugs come off the trees And say, in silver accents sweet | 
To ramble in my ear. And low: ‘‘ Oh, hang these flies ! ( 
VI. VIII. 
And when the day is boiling hot, Mosquitos, with their sharpened bills, 
Quite ninety in the shade, Come buzzing ‘round my head; 
Oh, then I can enjoy myself And this I sigh till Summer 's gone: 
Without the slightest aid. ‘«T would that I were dead.” 
Helen Bates. 
THE POWER OF PROPINQUITY. 
\ Mrs. SNODGRASS.— Have yeou any vinegar ? 
= i. Mr. LITEWAITE. — Wa-al, now, I'm just ou— Oh, be you 
) goin’ tew take it with you ? 
wa Mrs. SNODGRASS.—Yes, I be. 


Mr. LITEWAITE (fo ASSISTANT).—John, give Mrs. Snodgrass 
a quart of that nice sweet cider, 





JUSTIFIABLE. 
JUDGE (severely ).--Young woman, you are 
charged with playing Wagner’s composi- 
tions until your victim expired in agony. 
PRISONER.-—It was in self-defense, 
your Honor. He persisted in ex- 






LOOKING FOR A_ RETURN. 
SHE.— Love me, love my dog. 
He.— Yes; but will he return 
my affections? 
plaining base-ball to me, against my 
expressed wish. 

JUDGE (¢o SHERIFF).—Release the 
prisoner ! 


WILL BE WIPED OUT. 


Mr. WANTER Nor.— How do ' 
you account for the surplus of wo- 
men? 


. ; ‘“¢T. ET ME MAKE the vote: , 
Mr. SENSUS SHARPE.— I don’t Li " e votes of the 


negro,” said the G. ©. Party- 
> é 













account for it; but, as they have ? — = 
‘ er te : A #4 : “ man, ‘‘and | care not who makes his 
taken to smoking cigarettes, it will y go. fhe aie eigigs: 
Oo ik / songs. This is natural; the negro 
probably be accounted for as the By Wa 
Jo seems to have forgotten how to 


G. O. P. accounted for Uncle 
Sam’s surplus. 


{=n 
ae 


sing since he began to vote. 


d 
it 
\ 





AL 






|Tv Looks as if the figures of that 
late big surplus would need to 
have a minus mark put in front of 
them. And then we will be confronted 
with another kind of a condition. 


AFTER THE ELOPEMENT. 

Mrs. Kipp.—Well, what are we 
to do now? 

Mr. Kipp.—I’ll try to get the old 
gentleman to ‘recognize our Union,” be- 


fore going to work. A BRAVE VOYAGEUR. [T IS HAVING the wind blow them up 
, : that makes the waves so wild. 
. : ; BILL BLAZER.—Whiz sarth are you trying to do? 
THERE Is no such thing as jealousy in : snag ee ae 
m CHARLEY CASH.— Miss Smith made a wager that | : 
nature. Even the cross roads become leet ci Mies tnienneeien On tie THE MAN who wrote « All things come 
pleasant when the beautiful trees put them ean Dice ie aes? to him who waits” thought of it when 


in the shade. CHARLEY CAsH.— Shoot the wapids. he was fishing off Coney Island beach. 








388 PUCK. 


A PLEA TO INSPIRE PITY. 


JEWELER.— Can’t you pay me something on | 


that bill you owe me? 
DEBTOR.— How much do you want? 
JEWELER.—1’d like enough to hire a lawyer 
to sue you for the balance.—Jewelers’ Weekly. 
SPEAKING of last season’s base-ball games, 
‘¢there were ‘Giants’ in those days.” But where 
are those ‘¢Giants” now? Echo answers, pretty 


MUTTE R’S well down toward the end of the list.—/Vorris- 
COUGH SYRUP town Herald. 


In ‘‘ This Funny World as PUCK Sees It’’ we are shown 





AN ARTICLE the laughable side of life as it appears to Frederick Opper. 
LI K E The brochure contains some of the best of that artist's pro- 
ductions which have appeared in Puck. Mr. Opper's 


a humor draws its happiest inspiration from the life of the 
FR E D. ha ROWN 5 middle and laboring classes, and in his sphere he is quite 


inimitable. As a rule, the element of caricature enters into 
G i N G E ge his drawings with just enough force to accentuate the point 
of the joke he is illustrating.— Zhe Epoch. 
ONLY REQUIRES A TRIAL TO BE AN HONEST CASHIER. 


IN GREAT DEMAND STRANGER.—You don’t mean to say that that 


man is the cashier of the Gold Bullion Bank? 
~ IS MADE FROM THE BEST MATERIALS Why, he is dressed like a tramp! 

AND WILL DO ITS WORK. CITIZEN.—Yes. You see, when he takes flyers 
in Wall Street he does it with his own money.— 
New York Weekly. 


The Finest and Best Razor in the World is : 












“FOX” 


in */, */es °/er */e» */g inch widths. 





(5-12 size.) 


E S Full Hollow Ground and Warranted in every respect. 


BROTHERS’ Sold by all the leading Cutlery and Hardware dealers; 

“— PIANOS psa al price mailed free to any address by the 
— —! KOELLER & SCHMITZ CUTLERY C0., 
ULLRIGH’S FOUNTAIN PENS | | 92 READE ST., NEW YORK. 























are the best made. Hold ink for week’s use. Price $4.50 and | is the most rapidly growing youn, 
vo ards. AGENTS WANTED. Circulars free. | POKANE FALLS ada. ame on 
J.C. ULLRICH & CO., 108 Liberty 8t., New York. | paralleled mineral, agricultural an nat timber resources. Finest 





water power in the world! Send for full particulars including 
nandsome book ‘ tenes Falls Illustrated,” to CLOUGH & GRAVES, 
Financial mandi kk Falls, Washi Bank references given. 


Rowlands = 4 
,.Odonto —— 


ar Non OPITTy WDER. 
EVENTS AN Jd AND ARIESTS DE- 
He GUMS AND EETENS THE PEN 
IGGISTS FOR ROW DAND’S ODONTO, 
RDEN, LONDON. ENGLAND. 3 
~All hats bearing this trade A DOUBLE-FEED 
mark are our own special styles FOUNTAIN PEN 














CAW’S 


Black Find 
INK, 


WRITES BLACK, 
STAYS BLACK. 
® Does Not Corrode 











and make. Represented by 7 SINE] 
Agents in all Parts of the U. 8. | That Never Fails, Pens. 
— RETAIL STORES, — CAW’S “STYLOGRAPHIC” PEN. 





147 Broadway & 4 Astor Place Simplest. Cheapest and Best. A Perfect, Substi- 


’ >’ ’ tute for Pen, Pencil and Ink-stand. 
Las a NEW YORK. Inquire of any stationer, or send for particulars to 
Snettaxiew Vass atans - | CAW’S INK & PEN COMPANY 
77 Grand 


Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y. 104 BROADWAY NEW YORK. 


HAVE YOU SEEN THE NEW 1890 MODEL 


HAWKETE: 


DETECTIVE VIEW AUTOMATIC MAGAZINE ALL IN ONE. 

CAMERA. | CAMERA, CAMERA. CAMERA. 

If not, send at once for the Hawk-Eye Booklet, containing full description. The perfection of Instantaneous Photographic 

Apparatus. 100 pictures without reloading. Prices $15 to $60. When so destred, we will do the developing and finishing. 

HE BLAIR CAMERA C@O., Manufacturers, also makers of the Celebrated Blair Reversible Back, English Compact, 
and other Cameras, Lenses and Accessories. 


Factories: 471. 473. 475, 477 and 484 Tremont Street. , Moston, Mass. Branches: 208 STaTE STREET, Chicago, mB: 
918 ARCH STREET, Philadelphia, Pa. Also solid by Dealers in Photo. Goods everywhe 























THE CELEBRATED 


PIANOS 


Are at Present the Most Popular and Preferred by Leading Artists. 
Warerooms: 149, 151, 153, 155 E. 14th St., N. Y. 


CHICAGO, ILL.. 236 State Street. 
SAN FRANCISCO, CAL., Union Club B’d’g. 
KANSAS CITY, MO., 1123 Main Street. 


“DAN DRUFF should never 


be neglected, because its natur- 


al end is in BALDNESS.” 


‘©The persistence of 
ITCHING is peace-de- 
stroying and exhausting 
to the vital powers.” 


SCRATCHING is not 


nice, nor half as satisfying as 


a SHAMPOO with 


PACKER’S TAR SOAP 


It is pure, mild, curative, and the ideal toilet soap. 
Physicians recommend its use as a preventive of, and 
remedy for dandruff, itching, baldness, and skin diseases. 
Invaluable to travelers. 25 cents. All Druggists, or 


THE PACKER MFG. CO., 100 Fulton St., N.Y, 


Ss anand 10 cents, stamps. Mention Puck, 















A PLAIN DEALER R—A St Seller of Prairie Real Estate. —Ex. 





THE LATEST AND Brest. 





DELICATE, DELIGHTFUL, LASTING AND ECONOMICAL. 


Its fragrance is —_ no the opening buds 4 Spring. Once used 
u will have no other. 


Sola aiucmaradinnnts “wry <t. 


JAS. S. KIRK & CO., Chicago. 








SANITAS 


Wisiatectants 


. H. Spoonsr, M. D., writes : 

*Becotion, : Se Dec. 24, 1886,—T received the case of sam- 
ples you so kindly sent me in November, ard after a careful trial 
I am satisfied of their efficiency as disinfectants, and can cordially 
recommend them for general use.’”’ 

FOR SALE BY DRUGGISTS. 

For Reports by Medical and Chemical Experts, prices in bulk, etc., 

apply to the 


Factory, 636—642 West 55th Street, N.Y. 675 


WILHELMSQUELLE 


(BLUE LABEL) 


KRONTHAL 


(RED LABEL) 


‘Natural Mineral Waters 


From the famous springs of BAD KRONTHAL, TAUNUS, 
GERMANY. Best of Table waters of great digestive qualities. 
For sale by all leading groceries, liquor dealers and druggists. 


GALWEY & FELDMANN, NEW YORK, - 
SOLE AGENTS. 














ALL Days ALIKE TO HIM. 

QuILLs.— Don’t you dread the dog days? 

PENNER (0/ the Morning Rostrum).— No; One Moment 

they don’t make any difference with us. Our 

paper is muzzled, you know.—Soston Post. ° . ° 
‘¢] WOULD hardly be inclined to employ the From 7 O7 LUVIN G Shin Diseases 

new physician, Dr. Gallup.” : 
«« And why not, pray ?” When a single application of the Cuticura Remedies will, in the 


«‘ Well, judging from his name, I should say hr . taille: : ot ‘ 
he was something of a charger.” — Youkers great majority of cases, instantly relieve the most agonizing of itch- 


Gazette. ing, burning, scaly, crusted, pimply, and blotchy skin and scalp 
AT THE GARDEN GATE. diseases, and point to a speedy, permanent, and economical (be- 
*©O George! Papa is unchaining the dog.” 
‘It’s all right. He used to be my dog. | gave 
him to the dealer to sell to your Papa.” — Boston 
Courier. 


cause so speedy) cure when the best physicians 
and all other remedies fail? Cuticura 
Remedies are the greatest skin cures, 
blood purifiers, and humor remedies of mod- 
ern times. Curicura, the great skin cure, 
instantly allays the most intense itching, 


A BiG CROWD ASSURED. 

Mr. GorHAM.—Do you think Chicago can 
make the fair a success? 

Mr. LAKESIDE (of Chicago ).— Um — well, if 
it ain’t a success, it ll be such a razzle-dazzling 
failure that everybody ’ll want to see it, all the 
same.— WVew York Weekly. 


burning, and inflammation, heals the skin, 
and restores the hair. Curicura Soap, 
an exquisite skin beautifier, is indispensable 











OF THE COMFORT IN in cleansing the diseased surface. CuricurRA RESOLVENT, the new 
SOx SHAVING DEPENDS ON Blood and Skin Purifier and greatest of Humor Remedies, cleanses 
© THE SOAPUSED the blood of all impurities and poisonous elements, and thus removes 

TRY ‘Ss the cause. Hence the Cuticura Remedies cure every disease 


and humor of the skin, from infancy to age, from pimples to scrofula. 


Co I! g (ts Summer, when the pores open freely, is the best time to cure skin 
Soo diseases, whether simple, scrofulous, or hereditary. 


&@- “‘ ALL AspouT THE SKIN AND BLoop” mailed free to any address, 64 pages, 300 Diseases, 50 
For Sample Send 2c. to 55 John Street, New York. Illustrations, 100 Testimonials. A book of priceless value to every cufferer. 

Cuticura RemeEpiEgs are sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, the Great Skin Cure, soc.; Cuti- 
cura Soap, an Exquisite Skin Purifier and Beautifier, 25c.; CutricurA RESOLVENT, the greatest of 


Popular Favorit ESTERBROOK'S —————— eee 
opu ar ravorites STEE L PE NS. Bad Complexions pimples, blackheads, red, rough, and oily skin and hands, and 


: wt 9 simple humors and blemishes of infants and children prevented 
JoHN L. SULI IVAN has made’ his appearance and cured by that greatest of all Skin Purifiers and Beautifiers, the celebrated Cuticura Soap. 
we “7 L : : : For the prevention of tan, freckles, and sunburn, and for giving a brilliancy and freshness to the 
in literature by contributing a chapter to a novel. complexion, Cuticura Soap is incomparably superior to all so-called skin and complexion soaps, 
His copy was probably set up by Slug One.— while rivalling in delicacy and surpassing in purity the most expensive of toilet and nursery soaps. 
Boston Post. | Sale greater than the combined sale of all other skin soaps. 
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MIDSUMMER HOLIDAY 
CENTURY-August number. 


Containing 160 pages, 6 full-page engravings and more than 60 
smaller illustrations. Includes illustrated articles on “A Yankee 
in Andersonville,” by an ex-Union prisoner; “The Perils and 
Romance of Whaling”; “The Treasures of the Yosemite,” by 
John Muir, the California naturalist; Joseph Jefferson’s remi- 
niscences of Artemus Ward, “The Little Church Around the 
Corner,” etc. President Eliot of Harvard University and other 
writers contribute to this number. Fiction is represented by 
“The Anglomaniacs” and “ Friend Olivia” (continued stories), 
and by “The Emancipation of Joseph Peloubet,” a short illus- 
trated story by John Elliot Curran. There are also the usual 
departments, and poems by Thomas Bailey Aldrich, Frank 
Dempster Sherman and others. For sale by dealers everywhere, 
price, 35 cents. THe Century Co., New York. 
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THE HARTFORD SAFETY. 
THE BEST $100 BICYCLE MADE. 
Can be adjusted to fit any person, from a boy 
of 12 to a full-grown man, 
Catalogue Free 
HIARTEFORD CYCLE COo.,, 
HARTFORD, CONN, 


HAT Uncle Sam and Aunt Columbia think, etce., of ° 
ASHINGTON and Seattie its Metropolis. Address 
Eshelman, Llewellyn&Co. , Seattle, Wash. 


‘NO DINNER 


Mrs. GuEST.—What’s the matter with Carrie ? Is Complete without Soup. 

Mrs. Host.—Oh, she’s got a terrible bad 
cold. She wore her new bathing suit down to 
the beach yesterday, and I’m afraid she got her 
feet wet.— Yonkers Statesman. 











THE ONLY: PRACTICAL 


Low PRICED 


EWRITER 


Catalogue free. Address Typewriter Department, POPE 
MANUFACTURING CO., Boston, New York, Chicago, MOTHERS BE SURE AND USE MRS. WINSLOW'S SOOTH- 


—— — - ING SYRUP for Children Teething It ooaties the child, softens the 
; gums, allays all pain, cures wind colic and diarrhea. 25 cents a bottle. 
& .¢3 CWRIGHT’S MYRRH TOOTH SOAP — , :' 
Ww A\\ Gives Pearly White Teeth, Ruby Gums, Pure Breath 
2) zg Cooling and Refreshing. 25 ets. Send for book “Care 
A 'S) Fag of Teeth” free. Wright & Co., Chemists, Detroit, Mich. 
Also in liquid or powder form. 










By Using 
Armour’s Beef Extract 


you can make delicious soup for six per- 
sons «at a total cost of ten cents. 


ARMOUR'S EXTRACT, 
"OR 

Soups, Sauces, Bouillon or Beef Tea, 
™ The Strongest, Richest, Most Nutritious, 
me and Therefore the Most Economical, * 


a0 BAY ee U M a For Sale By Druggists om Grecers. 
Peppa aen THISARTICLE | ane the Gold Medal, Paris,1889 


: is 

GAN : = 

ee Set eae, ABSOLUTELY 3 , 

aA MAD ITN Seo ae GORMULLY & 
RUQUDOe” pure, eee JEFFERY M/s C2 

AND WILL BE A REVELATION TO THOSE WHO pa ! I; & TRI ; 

HAVE BEEN PURCHASING THE ADULTERAT- / 

ED BAY RUM WHICH IS ALMOST EXCLU- 

SIVELY SOLD. INSIST ON GETTING THE 


GENUINE WITH MY TRADE MARK AND 
ABOVE SIGNATURE. IT WILL REPAY YOU 
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CHICAGO @ @ BOSTON: 
CAT. ALOGue 
Pp SENT FREE 


H. MICHELSEN, wesrinpine. Ta oa = 




















PUCK. 


















To avoid the evil effects of 
Tea and Coffee, use constantly 
VAN HOUTEN’S COCOA, 
which is STRENGTHENING TO 
THE NERVES and a refreshing 
and nourishing beverage. 

One trial of VAN HOUTEN’S 
COcoOA will convince every one 
of its great superiority in 
strength, flavor and economy. 












| SOLUBLE, 
| Delicious. 


PURE, 





THE FOREMOST COCOA OF EUROPE. 
THE LEADING COCOA OF AMERICA. 
Easily Digested — Made Instantly. 


OUTENS 


‘‘Best & Goes Farthest.— Largest Sale in the World.— Once Tried, Always Used.” 





HIGHEST AWARDS AT 
THE PRINCIPAL EXHIBITIONS 
The Original —Take no other. 


OCOA 
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Who Value a Refined Complexion 
MUST USE 


POZZONI'S 


MEDICATED 


COMPLEXION 
POWDER. 


A a 
It imparts a brilliant transparency to the 
jkin. Removes all pimples, freckles, and 
iiscolorations, and makes the skin delicate- 
ly soft and beautiful. It contains no lime, 
white lead or arsenic. In three shades; 
pink or flesh, white and brunette. 


FOR SALE BY 
All Druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers Everywhere. 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


Warm Weather Specialties. 














ESSE 


‘Oc§ mosf AmpaQc) Of S17NS 


prose te teres seed Ce ta 


RENEE SESS SENET 





Serges, Flannels, Mohairs, made to your order 
in the Fopular Straight Sack or Three-button 
Cutaway. Skeleton back or lined, as you like it. 


‘S$ uosl AapAQ) Of SAISNOAT 





145 & 147 os and 772 
Bowery, Broadway, 
New York City, New York City. 


Ri Soalave 





Samples and rules for self-measurement mailed on application. 
Send $1.25, $2.10, or $3.50 for a superb 

box of candy by express, prepaid, east 

of Denver or west of New York. Suit- 

able for presents. Sample orders so- 

licited. Address, 


Cc. F. GUNTHER, Confectio 
214 State St. Chicago. 





CONSOLATION. 

Miss DE FINE.—I hope the report that your 
daughter and her husband do not get along well 
together is untrue. 

Mrs. DE SHINE.— It is too true. The trouble 
is that he is jealous of her. The fool! He might 
know there was no cause for jealousy. 

MIss DE FINE.— Indeed he might; but love 
is blind, you know.—New York Weekly. 


A DESPERATE CASE. 

OLD PRACTITIONER (fo YOUNG M. D.). —I 
hear you have been called to attend Mr. B., who 
is so desperately ill. 

YouNG M. D. (proudly ).—Yes, that ’s a fact ; 
and [ think I ’Il pull him through. 

OLD M. D.—Another proof of the truth of the 
adage: ‘‘Desperate diseases require desperate 
remedies.” —7exas Siftings. 

The use of Angostura Bitters excites the appetite and keeps 
the digestive organs in order. Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons, sole 
manufacturers, At all druggists. 

















A WONDERFUL MEDICINE 


FOR WEAK STOMACH, 
IMPAIRED DICESTION, 
CONSTIPATION, | 
— SICK HEADACHE 
DISORDERED LIVER, &c. 


Sold by all Druggists AT 25 CENTS PER BOX. 
Prepared only by THOS. BEECHAM, St. Helens, Lancashire, England. 
B. F. ALLEN CO., Sole Agents for United States, 
365 & 367 Canal Street, New York, 

Will (if your druggist does not keep them) mail Beecham’s Pills on re- 

ceipt of price—but inquire first, [Please mention PUCK.) 








The Oldest and Best of All 
STOMACH BiITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 

To be had in Quarts and Pints. 

L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor, 
78 JOHN STREET, NEW YORK. 


BOKER’S BITTERS 











A ‘TACOMA druggist calls his soda fountain “ Elijah,” 
because it is a great profit.— West Shore. 








Beware of imitations, there is Only One 





| stitution. 





IDAHO IS ADMITTED 


To the Union of States. 


Boise City is its permanent capital, established by the con- 
A city of orchards and gardens, surrounded by beauti- 
ful farms; backed by a range of mountains full of trout streams 
and covered with fragrant pines. Its business growing in every 
direction. Free government land. Come and see, or send for 
illustrated pamphlets to 

930* BOARD OF TRADE, Boise City, Idaho. 











rotPrinvein.vions = «WETS & CO,, 
Manufacturers of Meerschaum Pipes, 
Smokers’ Articles, etc., wholesale and 
retail, 399 Broadway, N. Y. Factories, 
69 Walker Street, and Vienna, Austria. 
Sterling Silver-mounted Pipes and Bowls 
made up in newest designs. Catalogue free. 
Please mention Puck. 259* 
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EXTRACT OF BEEF, 

For improved and _ economic 
cookery, use it for Soups, Sauces 
and Made Dishes, In flavor—in- 
comparable, and dissolves perfectly 
clear in water. Makes delicious 
Beef Tea and keeps in all climates 
for any length of time. 1 Ib. equal 
to 4o Ibs. of lean beef. Only sort 

guaranteed genuine by 
Justus von Liebig and e e 


bears his signature in 
blue, thus: 


SALT LAKE CITY. | 


ONE OF THE GREAT FIVE. 


New York, Chicago, Denver, Salt Lake City 
and San Francisco. 























Midway between Denver and San Francisco; 700 miles from 
either. Destined to become one of the great commercial centers. 
Business Opportunities 
are large in Real Estate, Investments, 8 and 10 per cent. Mort- 
gages, Iron, Coal and Silver Mining, Woo!en Mills, Glass Works, 
Paper Mills, Chemical Works, Mineral Paint, Natural Gas, Oil, 
Potteries, Slate, Asphaltum, Stone Quarries, Boot and Shoe 
Factories, and Wholesale houses, all lines. Our people will assist 
Manufacturing Enterprises and also buy the goods. Combine 
pleasure with investigation of the grandest business opportunities, 
and come to Salt Lake City this Summer. Illustrated Pamphiets, 
Special Tourist Rates and specific information desired, mailed 
free. Address, REAL ESTAT EXCHANGE, Salt 
Lake City, Utah. 929* 


BEST*COUGH-MEDICINE 4 





tes good. Use it im time, 
Sold by Druggists. 











This Popular and Select Hotel has been opened for 
the Season of 1890 on Saturday, June aztst. 

To its former patrons, and others who desire to investi- 
gate its advantages, full particulars and plans will be 
furnished on application at the Howland Hotel, or at the 
Albemarle Hotel, Madison Square, New York. 

Of Janvrin & Wa ter, Propr’s HENRY WALTER, 
Albemarle Hotel, N. Y. Proprietor. 
WILD WEST 


“0s BOWERY BAY BEACH 


The Most Beautifal and Popular Family Resort. 

Only twenty minutes’ sail from New York. DAILY by elegant Steam- 
boats from East 99th St., 12M., 2,4,6,8P.M. Also from Harlem Bridge, 
130th St. and 3d Ave., 10, 12 A. M., 2, 3:30, 5, 7 P. M., directly to Grand Pier, 
Bowery Bay Beach. Fare 10c. iildren half price. Also by horse rail- 
road from East 92d and 34th St. Ferries, New York. R. R. fare 5 cents. 
SUNDAYS, from East 99th St., 10, 11 A. M., 12 M., 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6,8 P. M. 
Also from Harlem Bridge, 130th St. and 3d Ave., 10 and 12 A. M., then 
Half-hourly to 10 Pp. M. directly to Grand Pier, Bowery Bay Beach. 
Fare 10c., children half price. Also by horse railroad from 92d St. (Astoria) 
ferry, from 6 A. M. until midnight. Fare 10 cents. 945 


HENRY LINDENMEYR, | 


PAPER WAREHOUSE. 


Nos. 15 & 17 BEEKMAN STREET. 
BRANCH, 31, 33, 35 & 37 East Houston St. 


JOHN MILLARD writes from Odin- 











\ New YORK. 





ELIXIR 














grows the heaviest beard, and 
burg, Ind., Nov. 29,—Dyke’s Beard hair, in 4 weeks. Warranted. In bottles 
ee A “ « A cases, ready for use. Com ose 
i t mal etal 
on my upper lipin 4 weeks. My face, Giver.” Worth ae a —. 
y b Smith Ned. Co. 











PUCK. 


Seeing 
iS 
Believing. 


“ Actions always speci louder than words,” 

and fer this reason WILLIAMS’ SHAV- 

ING STICX is its own best advocate. It 
tells its own story—an cnchanting tale to every shaver. 

Perhaps you have becn using some other kind; 
found it good, too, maybe. But there are degrees of good- 
ness, and the glory of Williams’ Shaving Stick is that 
wt ts the BEST. 

Is it true? 
tionally misrepresent matters. 
ands are using it—who used other kinds before we intro- 
duced it—and ‘hey say it excels any ¢écy have used, and 
are strong in their expressions of praise of it. 

But “seeing is believing,” and the 
only way for you to know about Williams’ 
Shaving Stick is to ¢vy z¢ yourself. 

An examination of the beautiful 
casc (leatherette cover, gold-lacquered interior) 
and of the delicate rose-scented, cream-colored 
soap, and an application of the delicious, cream- 
like lather upon your face, will enable you to 
judge. Will you make this cxamination ? 


inten- 
thou- 


We certainly do not 


Thousands upon 





(Ge If your Druggist does not have WILLIAMS’ SHAVING STICK, we will mail you one 
neatly packed, postage paid, for 25c. in stamps. One WILLIAMS’ SHAVING STICK 
is enough for 250shaves. 10comfortable, refreshing shavesfor ONECENT. TRYIT, 


Address The J. B. WILLIAMS CO., Clastonbury, Conn., 
Makers of the famous GENUINE YANKEE SHAVING SOAP. 


Established half a hundred years. 










WILLIAMS? BARBERS’ SOAP, —_ rou TUILLET uss. Pound package, 40c. 


NEW KODAKS! | gnagnderry — 
' “You press the 


eS THI Se 











Seven new styles and Sizes And all Kidney complaints. 
ALL LoapeD with J'yansparent Filins. 
For sale by all Photo. Stock Dealers. 


THE EASTMAN COMPANY, 


Send for or Catalogue. _____— ROCHESTER, N.Y r. 


WASHBURN 


GUITARS, MANDOLINS&ZITHERS __1 Witenes Ente Kate Se. 
9 in volume and quality of tone are the es 


BEST IN THE WORLD. Warranted to wear GE IF EN 


in any climate. Sold by all leading 





400 Physicians agree that it is the best water on the market. 
Main Office, Nashua, N. H. 
Send for Pamphlet. 


“My Stars!” exclaimed Columbia, 








dealers. Beautifully illustrated, des- 
criptive catalogue with portraits of 
famous artists Mailed Free, 


LYON & HEALY. CHICACO. 











THIS PAPIR I> PRINTED WITH INES PROM 


button, 
SPARKLING AND STILL. 
we de de wee Radically cures 
© _ RHEUMATISM, GOUT, 
DYSPEPSIA, GRAVEL, 


New York, 328 Broadway.” 


as Pre si- 
dent Harrison signed the bill admitting Wyo- 
ming, ‘‘ how they increase! Forty-four, already.” 


| 


| who wrote it; 





391 








vale ‘ 


ft 
HE FINEST Cousin 





DELICIOUS AND REFRESHING !! 


Sold by GROCERS, Baw GGISTS. and 
WINE TRADE everywhere O37 


WANTED: 


BACK NUMBERS 


OF PUCK. 


A liberal price will be paid for Nos. 26, 50 and 


76, if in good condition. Address, 
PUBLISHERS OF PUCK, 
Puck BUILDING, CITY 
JOHN L. SULLIVAN’S name is attached to one 
chapter of a ‘‘composite” novel. It is not known 


but probably the same fellow who 
wrote all the other chapters. —Norristown Herald, 
w. Js Dou uptas “Shoes are Ware 
ed, an 


CAUTION every pair has his 


name and price ot s fouped on bottom. 





W. L. DOUCLAS 
$3 SHOE cenfitinen. 


$6.00 Genuine Hand-sewed, an elegant and sty! 

ish dress Shoe which commends itself. 
8A.00 Hand-sewed Welt. 
equalled for style and durability. 


A fine calf Shoe un. 
$350 Goodyear elt is the standard dress Shoe, 
at a popular price. 
$35° Policeman’s Shoe is especially ada ted for 
ee \ | men, farmers, etc 
All made in Congress, ‘Button and Lace. 


$3 & 52 SHOES .svibs, 


have been most favorably received since introduced. 

your Dealer, and if he cannot supply you rend di. 
rect to factory enclosi ng advertised price, or a ;-ostal for 
order blanks. W. L.. Douglas, Brockton, ass, 


GOLD MEDAL, F axis, 1873. 
W. BAKER & C08 













Is absolutely pure and 
it is soluble. 


No Chemicals 


are used in its preparation. It has more 
than three times the strength of Cocoa 
mixed with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more economical, 
costing less than one centacup. it is 
delicious, nourishing, strengthening, Ea- 
|) SBILY DIGESTED, and admirably adapted 
€ for invalids as well as persons in health. 


Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


W. BAKER & CO., Dorchester, Mass. **° 


HEADACHE 


from excesses cured with 


BRADYCROTINE. 


BERGER & WIRTH BXMICOBS NEW YORK LEIPZIG Comms LONDON Garces 
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Passencer No. 1.— Is this seat , sir? 
Tue Occurant.— Yes, sir. He just stepped 
into the smoker. 








PAssencer No. 
OccuPantT.— lick 


Passencer No. 3.— Got a mortgage on this seat, friend? 
Occurant.—Yep. 




















N 
Younc Lapy.— Is this seat engaged sir? 

Occurant.— No, Madam. ich do you prefer, the aisle of the window seat ? 
Younc Lapy.— Oh, I don’t want it foi. myself, it’s for Grandma. 














THE MONOPOLISTIC COMMUTER AND HOW HE GOT LEFT. 





Passencer No, 2.— Any-7 


body belong to this ? 
Occurant.—Yes, sir. 
— 





.—(Says nothing, but tries to sit down. 
don! I’m saving this seat for a friend of mine. 











** GranpMa””’ (cheer/uily).— Could n’t you move over just a little more, young man ? 





